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TN Martindale, a villiage gay, 
Ie deigrs to dwell, 
hoſe looks are ike the ſummer days... 
Whose charms no tongue can tell, 
Whepe'er | meet her on the way, 
T telt my au'rous tale, 
Then heave a figh or ſoftly ſay, 
Sweet Maid of Martindale. 
This n has numbers in her train, 
From bg up * 4 
A conqueſt makes of ey Twain, | 
All gaze and all e! 5 
Then where's the hope, alas ! for me, 
That I ſhould e'er prevail, | 
Yet while I breathe 1'1] think on thee, 
Sweet maid of Martindale, 


Should fate propitious be | 
Tocall he chinner mine,” * 
pompous thoughts refign, 

But it ſhe scorns each heart felt figh, 
=} = — 
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Sweet maid of Martindale. 


